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ANOTHER KIND OF HELL
Today some elderly people are pushed aside
as if they are good-far-nothing. Unfortunately
some are institutionalized and wait alone in
these homes of "res til. Whenever they reach
those declining years, they are mercilessly
dislodged from their gold-textured homes. To
be forced to abandon their aboriginal sanctuary
and to be put into a desolate structure has to
be a characteristic of hell.
Society justifies this action because these
elderly cannot survive alone. This need is
understandable, but a human being need~ more
than basic food and water.
The current appearance of homes for the
elderly has been deceptive. The attractive and
peaceful looking outside does a good job in
relieving society of its guilt. However, no
matter what surrounds this institutionalized
home, nothing can conceal the emptiness emanating
from the windows.
I stand alone in the empty entrance way,
looking down the barren corridor with doors on
both sides, each begging me to cross its
threshold. My senses uncover a discarded odor
and urge me to shuffle off. I'd like to follow
them, but I am unable and begin to make my way
down the passage. Unexpectedly I hear an
afflicted voice saying, "Hey you, come here."
Time rewinds and I realize that's all she"can
say as she continues to stammer in her own
little world. I hold tears back, for this
woman needs more than fellow feelings. As I
leave, shame burns my face because somehow she
manages to muster a pleasant smile, and I do
nothing but turn my back and walk away.
I ask myself, "What does the future hold
for me?" but I can't help but think of their
future. They are no longer youngsters; they
look worn out and ancient. One of these days
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someone will wheel them horizontally down the
naked corridor to their final resting place.
However, their home has been emptied only to be
put to use again for another season by some
"able" person who waits for the duration in
this lonely place.
- Dennis Smith
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SILENT THEOREOU
Soft light enters a darkened room.
lone man hunches over, pen in hand,
occasional scribbling leaves time
intact,
reflective face,
turns, and sits,
in an upturned palm.
He thinks, then writes again.
Shadows drop.
universal pounding on cerebrum walls
Inquisitive line,
ingraving, crossing,
and uncrossing
Within his mind,
within his face.
An inner communion with silence
With mind, to face, through hand.
Head bows down.
shoulder resumes its flow.
dust unmoving,
he's gained another day.
- Erin Bohn
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THE FORMIDALE BARRIER
I am standing at the edge of a field--one
that is impossible to cross. It is not the
wildly overgrown weeds and grasses that are
stopping me, nor is it the flooded, wasted
swampland. Rather, a white sign with blazing
red letters hold me back. It is telling me
that here is the end of the free world.
People react in many different ways to this
sight. Some stand for hours staring at the
formidable barrier, not being able to compre-
hend its total meaning. Others treat it as
just another tourist attraction. There are very
few Germans that come here. The ones that do,
however, are fairly easy to pick out. They are
the people looking very uncomfortable--wearing
looks of either disgust or fear (which, I
guess, is understandable since they are the
ones who must live with this nightmare day after
day). They give questioning looks· to the
visitors, failing to understand the aura of
fascination this place holds for outsiders.
I myself am amazed at the horrifyingly
unnatural objects which lie before me. Beyond
the first field a barbed wire fence, rigged
with an electrical alarm system, stretches
across the long expanse of the border, presenting
the first real barrier. This is followed by
another innocent-looking stretch of wasteland--
only this field, I am told, has deadly mines
planted throughout the empty space. A second
fence rises up beyond the mine field as another
precautionary measure. This line of mesh is
equipped with automatic shooting guns, making
it nearly impossible to safely cross the line.
Hovering above all these barriers are the
guard towers--solid, cement structures that
hold two or three well-trained guards, men who
are working under strict orders to fire at any
person attempting to make the suicidal trek
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across the border. These men fascinate me more
than anything else. They have binoculars con-
tinuously trained on the tourists and the
fenceline. I raise my own binoculars to get a
better look at the men. It is a strange feeling
to have them staring back at me.
I turn and slowly move down along the
border, following the narrow, well-trampled
paths of the many visitors before me. For miles
and miles I see the same sight--warning signs,
fences, mine fields, guard towers, wasteland,
barrenness. Slowly, I find my views changing
from those of a fascinated on-looker to those
of an indignant American--one who has been
raised to cherish and respect freedom. My mind
is whirling, trying to comprehend why humans
treat each other like this.With a sick feeling I trudge back to the
car, thoughts of revenge and justice high in
my mind. My attention is caught by the bright,
strategically placed souvenir shops close to
the parking lot. Anger at the people responsible
for the commercialization of this spot wells
within me, yet I find myself being irresistibly
compelled to survey the merchandise they are
selling. After browsing for awhile I end up
buying two postcards and an ice cream cone.
Somehow, the ice cream doesn't taste as good as
it usually does.
_ Cheryl Honken
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<A SUNNY DAY IN MAY
This hospital looked pleasant enough. Ivy
crept up the east side of the building and the
white marble on the new addition gleamed in the
afternoon sun. Flowers, shrubs and lawns were
green and well-manicured, and plants in flower
shop vases filled numerous window sills on
each floor. Nice place, I'll bet-- friendly
efficient staff, clean restrooms, fresh hot
coffee and comfortable chairs-- just like the
gas station down the street. Even so, I was
glad I just came to visit. I tried not to dwell
on the fact that this might be the last social
call I'd ever make to my dying highschoolclassmate.
Too bad •.. fate had its strange way of
determining such a young, promising life--
especially Garth's. Everyone thought he'd make
a great aero-space engineer, nuclear scientist,
or Air-Force pilot. Math and physics were his
speciality, but everything else came easily for
him too. He played the trapset with a strange
frenzied precision; his pitching arm was the
finest in the conference league and his track
record wasn't bad either. I could just imagine
the cancer ravaging those talented limbs and
preying on his brain or other vital organs.
Finally, with some hesitation, I stepped
into the air-conditioned waiting room and up
toward the desk. I got his room number from a
giggly, red-faced candy striper, then rode the
elevator to the fifth floor cancer wing. I
proceeded through the muggy, ill-smelling
corridor. It reeked of stale food and smoke,
rubbing alcohol and strong, piney disinfectant
which smelled like the repellant farmers sprayed
on their livestock to prevent lice and maggots.
I looked down and was surprised to find no
scented saw dust or cigarette butts littering
the floor. I tried not to appear nosy as I
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walked past the rooms, yet I made a sort of game
out of counting catheter bags dangling from bed
rails. With my pace keeping time to the synco-
pated beep-beep of life-support machines, I
almost walked past Garth's room. Slightly
apprehensive, I took a deep breath, smoothed
my eyebrows and walked in cheerfully.
There he sat: gaunt, clad in a brown velour
robe and quietly reading a "National Lampoon."
At least he still had his sense of humor--
I could tell by his silly, preoccupied expression.
His reading glasses looked excessively large
perched upon his bald head. What hair he still
had grew in sparse, mangy-looking tufts and his
ears and nose resembled p r o tube r an t knots on an
aging tree trunk.
"Hey, what ya up to Bintz?"
"Dying in style," he said in a startlingly
raspy voice.. The sparkle in his hollow green
eyes rekindled and for a moment chased away any
hint of ghosts lurking inside. He reached out
an ashen hand to mine; his other one lay con-
nected to an 1.V. I pulled up a chair next to
his bed and surveyed the heaps of cards, letters,
"Readers' Digestsll and "Esquires" covering his
dresser. Moby Dick lay half-read on the floor
next to a dart board and a deck of cards. Air
Force, motocross and rainbow posters were taped
strategically on the muted peach walls and a
silver crucifix hung above his head-board.
lIMoby Dick, huh?" I said.
He shook his head. "Yeah, gotta keep the
ole mind alert and occupied. I just finished
War and Peace," he said. "Got the place rather
homey don't •cha think?"
"I'm impressed."
"Yeah, my roommate died Tuesday. He was
only sixteen. Great guy. He liked the Blues
Brothers and Eric Clap ton too. We played
cribbage almost every night. Drank banana
malts and watched M*A*S*H at supper~ime and
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went to treatments everyday together. He willed
me his rock collection. See what Julie sent me
today?
"Oh, Violets," I said. "They're so
dainty."
"They're my favorite," he said. The small
things in life are the best, especially now."
"Yeah."
"So, how's school?" he asked.
"Busy. Everyone's writing term papers,
cleaning out lockers and giving the teachers a
hard time. Skip day is Tuesday. I can't wait.
We got fitted for caps and gowns yesterday and
the band is trying to perfect 'Pomp' and.
uh, 'Consequence.'tl
We talked non-stop for awhile longer, and
then I noticed the light in his eyes beginning
to dim. His face looked drawn and his hoarse
chatter wound down like the tune in a music box.
When the nurse came in with a tray of colorful
pills, I watched his skinny throat retract as
he washed them down with orange juice.
"I'll let you get some rest now. Take
care, Bintz."
"Hey, thanks for coming. Lots of people
evade me nowadays. Guess they're squeamish or
something." His expression grew pensive and a
fat tear rolled down his pale cheek. A talon-
like finger made a deliberate swipe and brushed
it away.
IISee ya at graduation, Garth," I said.
"I'll be there. Count on it." He smiled
and gave me a thumbs-up sign. I winked and
left him to sleep.
Two days before graduation, Garth died.
Yet those few words he'd stated so emphatically
stuck with me. Somehow I knew he was filling
his empty chair and watching the rest of us
solemnly graduate that sunny day in May.
- Jennifer Watson
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FAMILIAR, BUT DISTANT
After tinkering in the shed or working
around the farm, it is Grandpa's usual custom to
return to the house and take off his coat and
fur-lined cap, uncovering his dark green-grey
cotton shirt and overalls. Taking his time as
he shuffles along, he sits in his chair: a
faded green upholstered armchair with pink
coverlets on the arms and a pillow on the back.
He then props his feet upon a rectangular,
maroon footrest exposing his black leather,
lace-up ankle boots and dark socks and props
his elbows on the worn arms of the chair.
Crowning his head is his fluffy almost white
hair which is brushed up and back so that it
stands like a field of wheat or flax waVing in
the wind. From a dark pipe that extends from
his unsmiling lips, smoke rises looming around
him and forming a hazy smoky atmosphere through-
out the whole house. As he sits smoking, he
peers at the television with a fixed gaze
through unusually thick, horn-rimmed glasses,
which make his sea-blue eyes appear much larger.
Routinely, Grandpa takes his pipe firmly in his
right hand, tips it, then taps it on the edge
of an old metal ashtray to empty it of the
ashes. He then reaches for a small, flat red
can of tobacco in his front pocket. Extending
the slightly mangled forefinger of his right
hand over the top of the can, he expertly taps
tobacco into the bowl of the pipe. Then with
his left thumb he adeptly presses and packs the
tObacco. After replacing the closed can back
into his pocket, he pulls out a metal lighter.
~~itha quick motion, he opens it to produce a
flame. Holding the lighter to the tobacco, he
rhythmically puffs and inhales until the tobacco
is red like the end of a cigarette. Once again
smoke encircles him. Usually Grandpa performs
his rituals in silence, though he sometimes
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coughS and clears his throat. When we were
children, he often growled at us when we
squabbled or made tOO much noise, sometimes even
threatening to get out the razor strap. He
still seems rather austere, rarely smiling,
although he has smiled and laughed more in the
past few years. It may be because I've begun to
greet him with a hug every time I visit him; it
seems to have softened his stoic exterior, at
least momentarily.
_ Sue Brinkhuis
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WINTER
You sweep a hand
over the earth,
and cold winds blow
and frost glistens.
At your command
snowflakes descend,
fleecy whiteness.
The world is awed
by your splendor.
After a time,
your hand turns iron
and crushes.
Man shakes his fist
into the sky, while
his machinery ceases
to function and life
is extinguished.
- Kris Van Etten
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ON FRIENDSHIP:
(a living letter)
dear friend,
as i sit here and think and wonder,
staring at the paper before me,
i remember,
and joy comes to my mind:
the laughter you created within me
the conversations we had
the evenings we spent
the activities we did
the problems we shared
problems! this whole world is full of them,
problems outside,
and problems--those deep within us.
we try running, and turning, and avoiding them
but they are so strong
we can't run away from them
we can't turn away from them
we can't avoid them
we have to face them: both of us, head on!
i have thought a lot about them
and the experiences connected with them.
the problems you have, and those i have:
we all have them.
and the answers,
we were so good at finding them
you've helped me see
and i, i hope i've helped you.
there is a new birth we must all face--
that of being accepted in this world
and doing something for it.
it is a complicated thing--so much to think about
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of history, of math, of living
writing and thinking,
and expressing ourself
they look at us, they--the society--
and expect the best from us;
we are always being watchedour parents, our friends--everyone watches
as they see uS live
experiment with the world
and fine out what we can do.
i see you, i like you, i try to follow you
and be like you
but i can't--we must all express ourself
in our own waywe must be a new individual, a different person,
a new creature.
we must have faith about the future.
and what it has to offer
and what we can do to that offer
in creating our world
our world will be: our own actions
our own deeds
in our own way
we have created two worlds--yours and mine!
we live in those worlds!
and you, you've enlightened mine by your living.
i like you for what you are;
not by your actions or by what you say or what you do,
but because you are you! unique and different
and that is what i like
we are two people, living two lives, on two roads
and if yours should cross mine--
i'll enjoy it! always! forever!
marlo _ Marlo Van Peursem
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REVIVE ME, LORD
As darkness erases my V1S10n
I am no longer confident in men.
I am afraid
of the uncertainties
which will cast their shadows
in the days ahead.
I am trapped in a world
of changing faces.
Dear Lord, I cannot go on.
Accept me, love me, care for me.
Let me lie on the shores
of your life-giving waters.
Let me rest until I'm renewed
in body and spirit.
I I - Carol Pauley
I
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CASEY
Among the boisterous children in the park,
there is one little who watches from the side,
her sad brown eyes taking in the carefree actions
of the other children. She is my four-year old
cousin Casey. She never attempts to join in
with the games of the other children, and she
rarely speaks. Her eyes appear to be observing
intently, but her thoughts are usually far away.
For such a young girl, she is too serious.
Although she is usually melancholy, there
are times when joy lights up her face. One of
these times is when she hears the light-hearted
tune of the brightly painted ice cream truck
that goes by the house on warm summer evenings.
Then her bright eyes reflect her delight as she
waits for me to hand her Some change, her
excitement increasing as the music grows louder.
Running alongside the truck in her faded over-
alls, her bare feet, and her tousled golden hair,
Casey looks almost as carefree as the other
children that keep pace with her. But after
the ice cream is gone and the music fades away,
a heavy silence falls over her again. Another
time that I see this momentary joy is when I put
on a puppet show for her. Casey loves puppets.
She smiles at the puppets and talks to them, the
laughter occasionally bubbling out of her.
Unfortunately, these moments are rare and usually
brief for this is a side of her that she
apparently wants to keep hidden, almost as if
she is afraid to laugh and to live. I remember
one time when I was babysitting her, she
suddenly burst into tears while watching tele-
vision. When I asked her to tell me what was
making her sad, she told me with clouded eyes
that she always wanted to be a little girl
because she was afraid of growing old.
Casey's deep sadness and fears still remain
a puzzle to us for she comes from a family that
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loves her and that devotes all their time trying
to understand her. Yet she continues to sur-
prise her family with thoughts too deep and
disturbing for such a young child. Until we
learn how to help her, there will continue to
be a sad little girl in the park who watches
the other children at play.
- Cathy Rounds
l·
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QLES HODES D'EVASION
Quand j'etait en train d'etuder ~ Paris,
j'ai decide qu'il avait beau chercher Ie raison
d'etre dans beaucoup de livres. J'avais besoin
de vivre. Je voulais regarder tout Ie monde--
les gens, les compagn~ti, let) muuLagnes. Avec
mon coeur dans mon poing, j'ai quitte rna petite
arnie, mes parents, et mes amis. Je m'ai fraye
un passage la rigidite de la structure sociale
car rien au persanne n'etait sincere.
II etait Ie printemps si j'ai achete une
motocyclette. Je n'aime pas d'etre fier de
posseder, mais cette machine etait vraiment jolie.
Le moteur a ronronne SOUS mes jambes et Ie
chrome etait etincelait. Avec Ie vent dans mon
cheveu, mes problemes irises ont morts et rna
vie commence. J'ai une foi absolue dans mon
avenir, j'ai pense. Je m'en fous si je vais
avoir beaucoup de succes dans mon travail. Je
voulais vivre. C'etait tOllt.
J'ai manque d'argent pour l'essence a
Chaumont, mais je n'ai pas trouve Ie travail
manuel pour une jour. La plupart des patrons
n'avait pas besoin d'employes mais une fille de
joie eherchais une promenade en voiture paree
que Son patron a voulu la tuer.
"Si j 'ach~te de 1'essence, voulez-vous me
prendre; Nice? Xon fr~re vous donnera beau-
coup de l'argent quand no us arrivons si vous
m'aidez II elle a dit., ... ... ...
Elle etait laid comme un peche et elle
n'~tait pas a 1a fleur de l'age, mais j'ai
commence avoir fairn.
"Ouf madomoiselle. Si vous ill 1achetez 1a
cuisine," j'ai repondu.
Son patron l'avait battue jusqu1au sang,
mais dans 1a rue, elle eclatait de rire. Moi,
je l'ecoutais toujours.
"Mes parents me detestent," eIIe a dit.
"Quand j 'etait petite, je ne eomprendais pas
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des modes d'evasion. Le semaine dernier, j'ai
lu Les Francais par Laurence Wylie et j'ai d;cid~
de quitter man travail. Quelle chance! Maitenant,
je suis Ie systeme D. II ne faut ~as d'etre une
fille de joie. Je peux survivre l~ tendre
indifference de France!1I
"Les modes d'evasion? Qu'est-;:.e que c l es t ?"
j 'ai dit.
IlC'est une bonne question pou::'"quelqu'un qui
fait une fugue! Mais les mode d ' esasion sont
trop compliqu€ pour les Americans. Tout les
etats-unis vivent dans la moratoire de
l'adolescence."
"Quoi?1I
"Regardez l'example de Holien,. Son pere
l1a voulu etre un tapissier de rei."
"Tapissier de rei?"
"Oui, mais Moliere a voulu ac:eur."
"Et il a devenu riche, n'est-ce pas? Quelle
est la grand difference?"
lIVous etes vrairnent un American!"
"Vous etes vraiment une fille de joie!"
"Vous etes stupide! Je m'en f o us , American!"
"Bon! Valls pouvez utilize l'attitude, 'je
mien foutiste! Quelle range des modes, VallS avez!1l
Elle a mis en colere jusqu'a je s'ai rappele
que son eclat n'etait pas tres francais.
lIJe m'en fous!" elle a erie. "Je m'en fous!"
C'est Ie fin de nos histoire mais il y a
toujours un epiloque. Apres vingt ana, nous
rejoindions par accident a Paris.
"Bonjour, American! Ca va?" e1le a dit.
"Ca va b Len l "A mon grand surprise, son nom etait Edith
Piaf. Mais je la prendais a l'improviste aussi
parce que man nom est Laurence Wylie. Nalls avans
d~couvert que nous etions dans un gondolage de
temps bizzare. C'est impossible, je realise,
mais il n'y a rien d'expliquer l'evenement.
- Tony Wise
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DEBUTANT
She flaunts her face in smiles
A compliment of latest gossip
Which,
to other ears,
included you.
Shallow centers,
disquised by hardened water
Icicle of sophistication
Jagged edges shimmer in refracted light
a mock inner character.
An outward shine settles
as the center melts larger
Walls give way and crack
Unsupported.
- Erin Bohn
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THE BOOK OF KENT
After spending three grueling hours in a
translation exercise, I set aside the fanatic
Roland and hurried to check my mail box. If my
paper "Syntax Problems in the Translation of
Dadaism" wasn't there, I'd decided to call
Professor Dirac and ask him what the hell was
going on. In undergraduate school, I'd had the
good fortune to receive excellent marks on nearly
every literary project undertaken, but "Dadaism"
was my first graduate level paper, and to be
frank, I was scared stiff.
Yet after looking in the little window and
seeing the curled-up pages which represented
hundreds of hours work, I felt a little sick to
my stomach and almost left without even opening
the box. The check from Dad was there, thank
God, along with dn encouraging note which made it
somewhat easier to sit down and thumb through the
paper. To my horror, Professor Dirac had not
left a single comment throughout the first twenty
pages. On the bottom of the bibliography laid
the only evidence as to his even reading the paper.
Matthew,
Please drop by my office today after four o'clock.
Dr. Dirac
Oh God, I nearly wailed. That egomaniac is
going to tell me I'm not grad school material!
My hands started to sweat as my heart pounded
furiously. I scanned the student union suspiciously
feeling certain that my colleagues were smirking,
knowingly, at my lack of graduate intelligence.
I had to find the weight room quick! If I could
just crawl under the bench press and viciously
thrust out this anxiety, my nerves might settle
down. Or maybe I should grab a·six-pack of
Budweiser, I thought and then changed my mind
deciding that the Bud would be needed more after
the meeting.
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By four·o'clock though, along with a new max
on the bench, I possessed a great deal of self-
confidence due to the fact that I'd already
accepted the worst and mapped out a mythical trip
to Europe to be taken after dropping out. Dirac
could blow it out his ear for all I cared! This
time next week I'd be in Paris!
"Matthew, H he smiled, "sit down. tl
I'd forgotten how charismatic and overpowering
Dirac was. A bachelor in his late thirties, the
Franco-American literary genius had a thick
mustache which ran all the way down both sides of
his chin. The brilliance of those whiskers made
me feel like a damn idiot for sporting a peach
fuzz beard that grew sporatically on my neck but
refused to cover my face. His build appeared firm
and muscular, or "hunkish" as I have heard him
described. Once again I felt like a fool for
having massive muscular arms which didn't do any-
thing but look big and abnormal. I wished that
I'd stopped before becoming a Joe Weider fanatic.
"Thank you,ll I answered sitting on a wooden
chair. His office was a junk yard of books written
in French, German, English, Russian, and I think
even Hebrew. Some were extremely old, obviously
collector's items, and I probably would've given
my left eye for a single night's access to his
menagerie of classics.
"Matthew," he said again, but this time
almost mystically, "Why did you enroll at Stanford?
I've been reading through your files and as I
understand it, after graduating, Oklahoma State
offered you an assistanceship, numerous scholar-
ships, and even a future job with the literature
department. Am I correct?"
"Yes," I stammered~ "but I don't want to
teach. I want to be a writer."
"Couldn't you be a writer in Oklahoma?"
"Sure, but I've lived there all my life.
I wanted to try something different."
II
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Dirac stared at me for a moment and then
sighed, "Let me get to the point, Matthew. Your
paper was excellent. The best on Dadaism I've
ever read."
"What? You're kidding!" I cried feeling
joyful as hell but a little confused.
"You have genius my friend, but not without
fault. It
"Oh? II
"I can foresee a brilliant future for you in
murdering the art form of literature by over-
analyzation. You see, novels, poetry, and short
stories are to be read for enjoyment as well as
enlightenment. Why are countless students turning
away from literature and the arts? Because it's
boring, that's why. The average student, weaned
on The Brady Bunch can't bear to have Milton,
Pope, or Joyce rammed down his throat. Can you
blame them? These students are turned away with-
out discovering what literature is all about. You
say you want to be a writer. Who will read your
over-worked prose? Intellectual aristocrats who
have forgotten the thrill of Ivan's Grand Inquisitor
or Tom Jones' discovery of being legitimate after
all? But Matthew," he boomed, gripping a pencil
tightly, "I'm going to save you. And in the
process, perhaps you can save me!"
"Okay," I swallowed. "The last thing I want
to do is turn people away from books."
"Fine, fine," he mumbled apparently finished
with me. "I'll see you tomorrow night at eight
o'clock."
I wanted to ask him what he meant about
"saving him in the process," but Dirac began to
work at his desk again, paying me no heed. My
"goodbye" wen t unanswered and I returned to my
room not knowing whether I should feel flattered
or insulted.
The following night while mentally preparing
myself, I received a phone call which completely
unnerved me.
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"Matthew!" Dirac boomed, hurting my ear. "Do
you have a back-pack?"
"Yeah, why?"
"Bring it with you tonight along with a
sleeping bag and a week's clothing."
"What?"
"And a flashlight. Perhaps your camera."
I1What's going on?"
"Do as I say, boy. I'm in a hurry."
"What the •.•" I started to say, but he hung
up the receiver.
Past the confused stage, I obediently did as
he said and left for his office. Upon arriving I
discovered a note in his window, addressed to me,
with instructions to wait inside. Unstrapping my
pack, I sat it on the floor and eagerly antici-
pated my time alone with his book collection.
There were eight shelves, each with twelve racks
and most of the books were arranged chronologically.
For example, next to an original copy of Of Human
Bondage sat a frayed paperback edition of Kling-
sor's Last Summer because they were published in
the same year. His unique classification system
recalled the first lecture I had heard Dirac
give. Disregarding historical facts and text
books, the semi-eccentric professor claimed that
history could only be discovered through literature.
"Today's study of history can only tell us what,"
he had nearly yelled. "But literature, my friends,
literature tells us why!"
To my utter astonishment, I discovered
several more original editions including Tolstoy's
Resurrection and even Cervante's Don Quioxte. The
thought of Dirac's leaving the room unlocked sent
a shiver of fear through my spine. What an idiot,
I thought. This collection is priceless!
"Marvelous! You brought your pack!" It was
Dirac, sitting in a corner of the room. How he
had escaped being seen was beyond my comprehension,
but there he sat, scaring the bejesus out of me!
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"Dr. Dirac," I stammered,
you were here. I mean, I hope
looking at your collection?"
"Not at all, I would've been disappointed
if you hadn't. Come, sit down ;"
Since he was sitting in the wooden seat, I
aWkwardly climbed into his swivel office chair,
feeling like a court jester desecrating Charle-
magne's throne.
"You're a fine boy, Matthew. You've got
that love of literature, I can tell. I knew it
the first day of class," he spoke stroking his
mustache all the while. "Most graduate students
here don't give a damn about the arts. They're
here because they finished college with a degree
in English and then couldn't decide what to do.
But not you, my boy. You couldn't live without
lit."
"Thank you, sir. But can I ask you a
ques tion ?"
"Certainly. II
"Why the backpack?"
"The backpack? Yes, I suppose you're a
little curious. But let's wait. II
"Okay," I shrugged.
"Fine. Now tell me, Matthew, why are you
here tonight?"
"To learn how to enjoy literature without
over-analyzing."
"And?"
"To be saved from turning people away from
books. To learn how to not over-work my prose."
"Yes. And when was the last time you read
a piece of prose that caused you to have a
physical reaction?
"Pardon?"
"Have you ever sweated over a novel? Had a
shiver down your spine?"
"Well," I tried to think. "Last week I read
The Godfather for the first time and my heart
started to pound at the place where Michael knocks
off a cop and Sollozzo."
"l didn't
you don't
realize
mind my
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"Excellent! Have you ever fallen in love
with a character in a novel?"
lIYeah, I suppose."
"Who?"
"Anna Karenina," I blushed.
"DonI t be embarrassed, Matthew. I've been
in love with Isabel Archer for twenty years."
I didn't exactly know how to answer because
I wasn't sure if he was joking or not. The
entire conversation was getting a little hoaky,
so I tried to sit still and say as few words as
possible.
"Furthermore, what would you say if I was
to claim that Isabel Archer has been my wife for
the past ten years? Would you think me mad if
I added that I've been fishing with Nick Adams?"
I didn't answer. What could I say?
"Permit me to tell you something about myself
before you pass judgment. Twenty years ago as an
exchange student at Oxford University, I worked
in the Wadham College library returning books in
their proper places, binding magazines, and
similar types of chores. One day as I loitered
in a storage room, avoiding my employer, I began
to go through one of the several racks of seemingly
forgotten books, not checked out in centuries.
My chief interest at that time was in fifteenth
century English prose and to my delight I stumbled
upon a binding that I'd only seen in museums.
It was a thin work, entitled Kent, apparently
written by Kent himself. Stashing the treasure
in my coat, I hurried to my dormitory, hid it,
and then returned to the library to search for
the history and, perhaps, value of the antiquity.
Being young, and a little foolish, I was more
interested in the monetary possibilities than the
book itself. Yet six hours of fruitless search
was spent with no results. The unsuspecting
reference librarian had even joined my quest and
eventually assured me that there was no such book
from that time period. Feeling a little
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disappointed, I returned to my room and began to
thumb through Kent."
"Matthew,-my-boy, the course of my existence
was altered from that pOint forward. Kent, you
see, claimed that through the mind he could
project himself into other places in time. Yet
there Was a catch--this time could not actually
be a reality. It had to be a fictional creation.
For example, he could visit Odysseus fighting
in Troy, but not Christ at Golgotha. Only two
objects are necessary for this materialization;
one, the desired work, opened to the desired
page, and two, Kent's book itself. Do you under-
stand me, Matthew? If you wish, you can live in
the pages of any fictional creation you desire."
"You've got to be kidding," I laughed look-
ing for Alan Fudden to appear with his CandidCamera crew.
"Laugh, if you wish. I laughed myself until
I tried it. At the time, there was a copy of
Pride and Prejudice sitting on my desk so I
randomly opened it, grabbed Kent with my other
hand, and found myself'seated in Darcy's drawing
room. I beg you to at least try it, if you don'tbelieve me."
"Okay," I shrugged, feeling embarrassed forDirac.
"Excellentl Do you understand now aboutthe backpack?"
"I suppose it goes with me inside the book."
"Yes, of course. Now if you like we can go
together the first time to ease your anxiety.1I
"That'd be fine," I tried to answer non-chalantly.
"Marvelous! What book would you like tovisit?"
"Lord of the Rings?"
"Come nos ..~, you don't go in for that fantasyrot, do you?"
"Alright, how about Anna Karenina?"
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"That might be a problem. She does of
course speak French, but you don't know any
Russian and that could be a disadvantage. I do
have an English translation, but they're not as
realistic. The experience doesn't have as true
"t "a ring to 1. •
"Anna Karenina in English, II I insisted.
"Fine, fine. Do you have any romantic incli-
nations? Dh, never mind, of course you do. I
suppose the most advantageous point of entry
would be at a social gathering before Vronsky has
seduced her. I've visited her before and she
gets impossible after page two hundred."
Dirac claimed that we had to be touching
the books at the same time, so after strapping
on our packs we stood in the center of the room
and prepared ourselves.
"Nowdon't be nervous," he ass ured me,
"You'll be stared and pointed at, but no harm
will come to us if we keep our heads on. What-
ever happens, don't tell these people that they
don't exist. They'll think you're mad. T.S.
Carp is the only creation I've ever run across
who was smart enough to suspect that he might be
a character in a novel. But for the most part
it's best to shy away from that subject. Be
congenial, but evasive. Now, are you ready?"
"I suppose. II
"Okay, hold ou!1I
To my astonishment, Dirac was telling the
truth. Suddenly I found myself in a room full
of Russian aristocrats dressed in nineteenth
century attire. Dirac gave me a wink and then
led me to a tall, dark haired woman with the
grayest eyes I've ever seen.
"Anna!" he smiled. "HoW'wonderful it is to
see you again."
She was seated in a red velvet chair,
surrounded by two pudgy looking women wearing
slightly gaudy dresses.
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"Dirac!" Anna exclaimed exasperatingly.
"Why do you keep doing this to me? Vronsky
knows, my husband knows, you promised to leave
me alone!"
"Oh damnit!lI Dirac yelled causing several
heads to turn. "We came in on page three
eighteen. I meant to get us on about page
one fifty. II
"There you go again with you talk about
page numbers, II she sighed. lIWell, aren't you
going to introduce me to your friend?"
"Let's go," Dirac connnanded. "Vronsky
seduces her tonight and she's a bundle of
nerves. No use sticking around."
"Oh my!" the plump ladies gasped.
"Dirac! How could you?" Anna sobbed.
Quickly I grabbed hold of the book and we
were once again in the professor's office.
"What do you think, my boy?" he grinned.
"It works! I can't believe it! I just met
Anna Karenina!"
"Unfortunately the circumstances weren't
favorable, but there's a world of works to be
explored yet. Now tell me, how do you feel?"
"Exhausted," I admitted.
"Your tolerance will build up but I imagine
your mind needs a rest. You've never used that
part of your brain before."
"Yeah, I feel sleepy."
"Just leave the pack here and we'll visit
another tomorrow night."
"Dr. Dirac, how can I thank you?"
"You can thank me by making a significant
contribution ~o the field of literature. Don't
you see the possibilities? If you were to write
a novel yourself, you could hop inside to
investigate the weak points first hand!"
Crawling into bed that night, I stared at
the ceiling for hours, unable to believe what
had happened. I was dead tired, but couldn't
sleep. Increcible, I shook my head. Damned
incredible!
34
•The following evening, after spending the
entire day deciding on a novel and then changing
my mind a hundred times, I chose to visit
Trinity by Leon Uris. Unfortunately, Dirac had
other plans. The adventures, he said, could
wait. For the moment he was more concerned with
my education. On a typed sheet of paper the
professor had mapped out a syllabus of novels
that he considered to be more beneficial to my
development.
An advocate of nineteenth century Russian
literature, Dirac had chosen a superior transla-
tion of War and Peace to spend my first month in.
I would visit once a night for fifteen minutes
starting on page one. Gradually I could build up
my tolerance until I was able to stay for an
infinite length of time. The advantage of starting
at the beginning, he had advised, would be that
the characters could slowly become acquainted with
me and eventually accept me. The previous night
he had jumped into the novel for awhile to bring
me back a set of clothes and a couple hundred
rubles.
After quickly changing, and shaving my peach
fuzz on Dirac's advice, I grabbed the two books
and went on my first solo mission. Within a
second I found myself in Anna Pavlovna's drawing
rOOID, intruding on a conversation between herself
and Prince Vasily.
"Who are you?" she asked obviously startled.
Prince Vasily had raised his eyebrows in
wonder but said nothing.
"Permit me to introduce myself,H I bowed.
"My name is Prince Matthew Karamazov."
The name Karamazov had unexpectedly come
Cut of my mouth, but new I had to stick with it.
"You're a Prince?1I her fact lit up. "You
must have just arrived in Petersburg."
I knew that being a Prince wasn't anything
for her to be excited about since it was a pretty
common-ritle in Russia at that time, but it had
at least landed me in the aristocracy.
35
II I
"Yes, II I fumbled the wo r ds , "I'm from the
province of Linsk."
"How exquisite! Come, let me introduce you
to some friends of mine," she responded grabbing
my arm and leading me to a circle of people
conversing. Prince Vasily suspiciously eyed me
over but said nothing.
When Pierre Bezukhov arrived, Anna Pavlovna
saw that I was milling around by myself so she
introduced us, figuring that she had killed two
undesirables with one stone.
"You're from Linsk?" he asked peering at me
from under his huge spectacle. "That's splendid!
I've just returned from abroad and I'm afraid I
don't know too many people. Good gracious!
You're almost as big as me. I bet we'd make
quite a pa t r ;"
"We would at that!" I agreed exci tedly.
As he launched into a conversation about
the greatness of Napoleon, I found myself tiring,
but not wanting to leave my new friend.
Retrieving the two books from my jacket, I
gripped them tightly and once again returned to
Dirac's office.
When I arrived I was amazed to find my pro-
fessor seated at his desk sobbing openly.
"What's wrong?" I cried.
"I've ruined everything! It he choked.
warned me of this but I forgot. So many
have passed since l' ve even read it! It
"Why? What happened?"
"I'm a fool! The book is to be passed down.
Only after my death can another person use the
power."
"So what's the harm? Are you sick? Inpain?"
"You Jon' t u ud e rg Lari d l I I ve de e Lro yed evel'Y
classic ever created. Here!" he yelled tossing
me a copy of Moby Dick. "Pick a page! Any page!"
I randomly opened the book to page one
hundred and two and read:
"Kent
years
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Stubb was the second mate; that
is before Dr. Dirac arrived and replaced
him. Dirac, a literature professor
from Stanford University, knew little
of the sea, but loved adventure. . • .
"Oh my God!" I gasped.
"Every book!lf he shouted. "Every book I've
ever visited is the same! I'm the leading charac-
ter in a thousand classics. I've destroyed the
heart of literature!"
Dirac buried his head in his hands, crying
loudly. "All I ever dreamed of doing was making
a contribution to my profession. Now I've
devastated it. The harm is irreparable!"
"Every book you've visited in the entire
world is now altered?"
"Make that we, Matthew. Every copy of War
and Peace ever printed now has Matthew Karamazov
on page one. I'll be persecuted, my friend.
Fortunately you gave an alius surname tonight
and I never introduced you to Anna, but I'm in a
lot of trouble. People across the world at this
moment are reading about my desecration."
"What are you going to do?" I cried out.
"There's only one thing left to do. I have
to flee. I'm going to jump inside of Portrait Of
A Lady and never return. Isabel is my wife after
all. Wemarried over ten years ago."
Suddenly the phone began to ring.
"Give me the book! Quick!"
I tossed it to him and within an instant he
was gon e forever. Feeling numb, I absently
picked up the phone. It was a wrong number.
Like a madman I took off for the college library
to double check Dirac's destruction of the novel.
It was such a nightmare I had to have confirma-
tion from an outside source.
Once there I ran through the aisles going
through book after book. Yet there was nothing--
no evidence whatsoever of a character named
Dirac. Dashing back to his office I realized
37
that the transformation had only affected his
collection. But what could I do? How could I
tell him? He had the book of Kent.
Now I was the one to cry. Poor Dirac would
never know! I saw down at his desk feeling
terrible but hopeless. In nearly a drunken daze
1 suddenly sporred a paperback edition of
Portrait Of A Lady. Perhaps it was an extra?
Whatever the case, this edition was also altered
with the appearance of Dirac. Blindly I stuffed
it in my coat pocket and left his office never
to return.
Three years have come and gone since Dirac's
disappearance, and I confess to missing him a
bit. Yesterday I read an article in the
L.A. Times concerning Dirac's book collection
which was auctioned off. The buyer was furious
because of the altered condition of the classics.
I can't say that I blame him, but I don't think
he realizes what he has on his hands.
From time to time I glance through my paper-
back copy of Portrait Of A Lady to check up on
Dirac's doings. It's funny, but I don't feel
sorry for him anymore. After all, he's leading
a marvelous life with Isabel Archer.
- Tony Wise
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